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jokes? You are endowing Him with the humour of a young boy/'
"Yes, He has not grown up, this is only one of His experiments and
there is no doubt He will soon discard it and try His hand on something
new. It will probably be some new demoniacal contraption. Why on
earth did he create the toothache? I have only one tooth left and it insists
on possessing me body and soul."
"Why not try Faith Healing? Give the good angel a chance and not
the demon."
"I am going to try the dentist first of all, otherwise I will have to
resort to reading my own plays because there is no better healer. It is
all very well for the world to have me to go to, but what am I to do
when I "want a little fun?"
"Write another play. That is, if you still take us seriously."
"I write too slowly now. It will probably take me fifteen years to
do a thing which once took me as many months."
"Why not? You have the time. Everything is at your feet."
"The truth is that I don't know what to write about. I get so pre-
occupied with little things. I am always worried by letters from people
who want to ruin me, people who want to know how to be vegetarians
and still go on eating meat, people who want me to advise them how to
bring up their children, and there is one letter I received from a girl
who is asking me to support her and her illegitimate child or some such
request. I really have no time to relax."
"You should get someone to answer these letters."
"None of my people would know how to answer. No, I must do
it all myself."
"Well, I suppose it is as amusing to read these letters as reading
fiction."
"All the same I would even write a play if I knew I could circumvent
the dentist's visit. I really don't need any plot. . . and I never think out
beforehand what I am going to write. You said everything is at my feet;
well, let me tell you that my feet are getting the best of me. I find I
can't walk at all. I can just manage to come here and that is all. I must not
let the village see me like this because they will think I am drunk."
Then he confessed that he had taken to drink in his old age. He was
having a cup of tea in the morning for breakfast because he could not
obtain the drink he had accustomed himself to take.
His first request when he came in was to see Clare's paintings. Some-
one had praised her work and he felt he must follow it up. She was glad